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it is such a delight. I got into one of those
good laughs we used to have together, till we

cried together, at------5s 6 Simple Epitaph * over

her hen ; but it is no use commenting on letters
that will have been written eight months by
the time you get this, only go on writing in
the same way, and I shall make mine a daily
journal now we have got out of the monotony
of a ship life. Yesterday we got up to Diamond
Harbour from Saugur, but I must take up my
life where my long letter left off.

Besides our English letters, George was met
by a very civil letter from Sir C. Metcalfe, and
I had a very nice friendly one from Mrs.
Eobertson (John Elliot's daughter), who says I
was very kind to her in playing at 4 cat's cradle ?
with her at Minto (virtue always meets its
reward), and so I shall find one friend at
Calcutta. There is something pleasant in finding
anybody who is disposed to be kind in a land
of strangers, and for the future I shall play at
' cat's cradle J with all the little girls I meet.

We had a great deal of telegraphic commu-
nication all day with Calcutta. Found we
could not arrive till very late last night if we
went on, and we must then have gone in a